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Y EXAMINER.

Seng for the Semson.

-

BY ELITA COOK .

Look out, look out, there are shadows about;
&mu hduﬂudi;w:u
wiliow Lree sways with & gloomier tiou
Like a beavtiful face with a guthering frowa!
*Tis true we all know that Summer must go,
That the swallow will never stay long in our

caves;

But we'd rather be watching the wild rose Blow,

Than be counting the coloring of Automn
leaves’

Look hﬁigb, look high, there's the lncad-wing

y-:
Thinking he's &iing of o fairy reaim,
As he swing» with on the er Le,
That is linked "mid boughs of the sun-

Upped elm!
Alas! poor tning, the first rustie will bring
The pillurs ¢ dust, where your pleasure-clue
weaves,
Andmany a spirit like thine will cling
Tohopes that depend upon Autamn joaves!

Look lew, look low, the night-gusts blow,
And the rostless forms in bectic red,
Come whirling and sporting wherever we go,
Lighter in Ing, as neurer the dead’
Oh! who has not seen rare hourts, that have
besn
Painted and painting, in garb that deceives,

Dashi ly aloag in thelr attering sheen
Winnh‘ ;-rurlt the core, like the Awtumn
leaves!

Look on, look eu, the morn breaksth upon
The hhedgn—ro' boughs, in their withering
e ;
The distant orchard is sallow and wan,
But the apple and nut gleam richly throagh.
Oh ! well will it be if our life, like e tree,
Shall be found, whea old Time of green beau-
ty bereaves,
With the fruit of good works for the Flanter to

-
Bhining out in Trath's harvest, through Au-
tumn leaves '

Merrily pours, as it sings and soars,
The West wind over the land and seas,
Till it plays in the forest and moans and roars,
Seeming no louger s mirthful breeze !
Eo music is blest, till it mesteth o breast
That is probed by the strain, while Memory
grieves
To think it was sung by s loved one at rest,
Then it comes like Lthe sweet wind in Autuma
inaves

Not (o an bourare leaf and flower
Stricken in freshness, aud swept to decay ;
By gentle n?prou:bal. the frost and the shower,
Mil.nrtﬁ.y the map veins for fd.l.l.n'.::‘y!
And so 15 Man made lo us peacefully .
B‘v the tear that he sheds, and the sigh that he
hraves,
For he's ioosened from earth by each trial-
cloud’s shade,
Tillhe's willing to go as the Autuma leaves

Look bnck, look back, and you'll find the track
Of human hearts strown thickly o'er,
With Joy's dead leaves, all dry and black,
Aund every vear still finging more.
But the soil is fed, where the brasches aro shed,
For the furrow to bring forth fulier sheaves,
And so is our trast in the Future spread
In the gloom of Mortality's Au‘nmn leaves !

Thr Truest Friend,
BY CHARLES §WAIN.

There is & friend, a secrot friend,
lu every trial, every grief,
To cheer, to counsel, and defond,—
O all we ever bad the chief'—
A friend, who watlching from sbove,
Whene'er in Error's path we trod,
SUll seught us with reproving love;
That friend, that secret friend, is Gop!

There is a friend, = frithfal friend,
In every chance sud changs of fate,
Whose boandiess iove doth solace mend,
Whea otiwer friendships come too late'
A friend, that when the world deceives,
And wearily we onward pled,
Rtill comforts every heart that grieves;
That true, that faithfal friend, is Gop!

How blest the years of life might flow,
In one unchanged, unshaken trust:

If mas this trath would only know,
And love his Maker, and be just!

Yes, there's a friend, a constant friend,
Who ne'er forsakes the lowliest sod,

But in each need, His hand doth lead:
That fricad, that truest friead, is Gop!

The Religion of Parks.

Speaking of my friend, the Abbe, brings
to mind his character and pursuits. l?c
used to remind me ofthat good Abbe of [le
de France, who advised and condoled with
the widowed mothers, and who figures in a
long olack robe, and broad brimmed hat,
in all the illustrated copies of “Paul and
Virginia.” But, my friend did not wear
habitually his Charch uniform, for his care
had been a large one in the country, and he
had come Like all Frenchmen, w the city
for veliel . he has even ventured 2
mice haunch of mutton with me upon mv
For all this, he had far higher respect, and
love for the spirit and observances for the
Religion of the Metropolis, than I ever had
mysell.

Religion at Paris, always seemed 10 me
more of a seatiment than a principle . —that
is w0 say, their Religion has more the liveli.
ness of & {eeling, than the earnestness of ab.
sorbing duty. Excepl at times of funeral,
one sees few eamest faces in the Parisian
churches ; they, the worshippers, do not
leave wholly their gayety at the door. They
listen 10 the praver and 10 the discourse, at.
tentively—racely can you see more of ai
tention ; but it seemed (10 me always an at
tentioa fixed upon the eloquent lapse words,
or some sweet meatal image of the Virgin ;
an attention made grateful by the
of the pictures, and the groined ﬂm::
head, and the fragrant odors of buming
herbe ;—an attention, it may be most de-
vout, with some fancied or real presence of
God in the soul,—but very rarely the at
tention of what Prowstants call “a broken
and contrite heert.”

No le would be so intolerant of una-

chusches and preaching, es the
Pansians. Nor would they altogethe: fan.
cy the scolding habu of the presby.
byters; they mean to be happier after a ser.
vice than before it. Why 2 sad mean should
g0 w church 10 come away sadder, is what
they cannot comprehend. I remember that
Madame de Sevigne, in one of her letters
1o ber daughter, gives this admirable com.-
ment upon one of the sermouns of the great
men of her tune:

*“11 fit le signe de la croix, il dit son texte:
ol me :;ou gronda point; il ne nous dit
point dinjures; il nous pria de int
craindre la mort, puis qu'zl]e elait lop:ul
passage Gue nous eussions ressuciter
evec Jesus Christ——nous fumes tous con-
tents.” Ninon d Enclos might have heard
the sume doctrine, and said as much of it
and as wuthfully, And it is true of a great
many discourses, which have not the redeem-
ing excellences of Bourdaloue.

There is no such thing as Religious big-
olry known st Paris—this would seem
strange 0 a man fresh from such pleasant
reading as the Chronicle of St. lo-
mﬁt. Germain I’ Auxerrois is still stand.
- s tower = sill standing, from
mch. on that dreadful August ni of
1572, went out the first signal for f-l:ghl.
er,—but at the foot of it now, as you cnter
:duw.moldman with a shock of|

ir is ing, and sprink les y water
on you, from his horse hair brush.  Inno
cent-looking priests ghde up and down up.
on the pavement, and the sunlight streams
thrugh the stained windows,—and it seem.
ed to me, as | -witﬁckcinsinrlinbnw

columons,

1Gnilut.'

life—a thing to render beauty attrsctive by
adding devotional sentiments—a thing to
add a little grace to companionship, by an
unseem, but fully acoredited tig;—little else
of Religion is r ized at Paris *

The ﬁnndny ms is richly illustrative
|of the Religious tendencies of the’ _R:ph.
It is the festive day of the week. au.
thorities give their finest military displays
in the court of the palace ;—the fountains
of the gardens play in their best style, —
the shop windows wear their richest appeas.
ance ;—the theatres show their best pieces ;
and the galleries of art are crowded with
their gayest company. Yet it is not forgot-
ten by the Pansans that the day has a sa.
cred . Atthe morning mass,—at
an bour when many good Protestant peo-
ple are dallying with —the
of Notre.Dame, and the Madaleine is cov.
ered thick with kneeling worshippers, who
say their beads, and say their prayers with
the earnestness of true devotion.

I bave many a tine leaned against ove of
the beaded columns of the Madaleine, when
the sun was just beginning to throw dnm.i:g
rays through the windows of the mol, &
listened meditatively to the broken chant.
ings by the altar, or watched the comers, as
they dipYad their fingers in the Holy font,
stepped lightly along the marble floor,—
crossing themselves as they passed opposite
the altar, and bowing to the sacred image, —
throwing & single rapid glance over the
kneeling company, then stooping gently ull
their knees met the marble pavement, and
beg!n their silent Worship. l

f it would be some r girl seiz-
ing llmh:eps early hours, before LE:O employ of
the shop began, and hoping by the lavor of
the Virgin, under whose image she prays,
for a happy stroll at evening with her lover,
under the trees of the Champs Elysees.—
Perhaps it is some lady in rich dress, with
golda:f:sped service book,—for there is this
Religious beauty in the Catholic Charch,
that rank  and wealth lose themselves amid
the “crowd of witnesses,” and there—the
Countess  kneels, with a begzing woman
kneeling beside her—and they beg together
for Grace.

Perhaps it is a gay postillion, in his crim.

son.faced coat, who now comes tp-toeing
along, looking grave, and crossing Enmll’,
and kneeling in a humble place, and gazing
steadfastly upon the image of Christ that is
over the altar. For a litde, time, his soul
seemns ahsorbed in the view, but now hiseye
wanders over the frescoes of the ceiling—
the lile bell tnkles—he remembers him
self, snd bows his head. Now he rises
and wanders stealthily to the door,—dips
his hand in the Holy water; —turns his face
lo the s Virgin—bows—goes sofily out—and |
in'ef hour thereafier, s shouting French |
oaths 10 his horses, on his way 10 the bor.
ders of France.
Perhaps it is a stout Sergentde-ville,
striding about with his chapean under his
arm, that meets your eye. His looks wan.
der over the kneeling forms. He is least|
religious of =ll. If he prays, it is burried.
ly, as if it were not his business, and he
kneels, as if he rarely knelt. The people
come and go, till the snn is fairly up in the
sky, and the crowd disperses,

Sunday is the great day at the Cufe, and |
Restaurant ; on no other day ace their gains|
0 great. The savings of the week, are lav.|
shed upon the indulgencies of Sunday.
Whoever dines upon & knuckle other days,
lnxuriates in 8 fricandean on the Dimanche.

days, dines at the Trois Freres the seventh ;
and who drinks ordinary wine the rest of
the week, on Sunday orders the best,

The garden of the palace is fuil w0 over.
flowing ,—Vemailles s crowded with Pa
riman company, and the Gallery of the Lou.
vre on no other day is so thronged with
visitors. The stall.men of the Champs Ely.
sees, with their cakes, and games, and
swings, drive their best bargains on Sun.
days—the necromancers, and sleight-ol-hand
men under the trees, ace always at work on
Sunday. The public balls are fullest—sol.
diers are plentiest along the walks ;—onuni-
busses charge double prices;—and the pub.
lic conscience seems lighter upon Sunday
than any day of the week.

Pasisian Religion with sll that is good in
it—and its tender devotional sentiment is
good, and its charity and liberality are good,
bas yet very listlo sbout it of that sturdy
sclfdenial for “‘conscience sake,” which
makes the Protestant Religionist moral. In.
deed, so much is Religion at Paris a senti-
ment, and o little a principle, thatit seems
to adorn even profiigacy ; and the poor girl,
thrown loose upon that luxuriously relling
tide of Paris life, with eyes tearful before the
Virgin in Notre-D rays for constan-
cy; and would as soon be without her
crucifix, as without her Jover.

OF the priesthood, there are without doubt
very many who are vicious, and perhaps as
‘many—certainly many, who are —
There are, it may be, many ws-orv.E;:‘B and
well-meaning souls, in valleys of New
England—possibly in other valleys—look-
ing ever on Papacy as a scarlet-clad harlot,
or & spotted beast, who will not accept even
my Protestant testimony, to the fact, that
human sympathies sometimes dwell under a
Papal priesirobe. Yet however sad the
truth may seem—it is even s0. Nay-—Or.
thodoxy itsell, sometimes lifis np it voice
in Papal pulpits at Paris; and | am sure |
have Eaud & honest doctrine as that of
Massillon, in the discourses of to.day; and
he who looks on Massillon as an unbeliev.
er, has something to unlearn.

But the Protestant may find pure
doctrine at Pans, beside such as may be
winnowed from Romish sermons, through
the colander of his prejudices—in the very
heart of the city, an Ovratoire, may be
heard, every Sunday, the sternest Calvin.
ism. The seats are always full : there are
Swiss faces, and Sazxon faces, and not a
few French faces; and the hymns that are
sung o quietly, and yet in so heartfelt a way,
ofe:rlld'ul contrast to the astounding mu-
sic of the church of St. Eostache.

is the listle chapel of that Church
of which sends its Chaplains to
every capital of Europe, and which offers

| ﬁlhe m’m::.. not 50 closely treasured

Whoever dines at moderate prices the six| ¢«

in of the Parisian world, as that
its ministers cow exercse any considerable
control over the ic feeling. Intercourse
between clergy and laity, seemed friendly
and familisr—rarely dictatorial on the one
side, or slavish on the other.

Many a time have I been with the good-
natared Abbe, of whom [ have spoken, oa
his ial visits;-=for there were some
sheep of his old flock, who had found their
way, like himself, to the Capital.

At the top of five pair of of stairs in a dark
street near the Louvre, in a very old botel,
lived & quiet, deal man, who had seen the
Swiss guard shot] down in the palace balco-
ny, from his own window—who wore a
grizzled brown wig, and the seams of sixty
years in his cheeks ; yet the old geatleman
always bustled about in the liveliest .
ble welcome, whenever the Abbe paid him
a visit, A matronly-looking woman, in
spectacles, the mistress of the house, always
arranged a big arm-chair for the Abbe, and
the three [riends used to discourse together,
and the tabby cat mrmnpouthehnuh-—-
for all the world, "uixd they wure trudeew
England gossips ; just as three o
ploglmighlsrp:hu study Canticle and (m
chism, instead of Confessional sad Creed,

The old, deaf man, prided himsell on

very fluently; but whenever | got beyond—
good night, Sir—or, fine day, Sir; his deafl-
ness grew upon him wondesfully.

A letter had come in one evening from a
young English girl, who had been a pro.
tege of the old men's, but who bhad now

back to ber home. The Abbe trans
ated it for him : it was a sweet letter, and
touched the old man’s heart; end | shall
never forget the ex , with which,
when the letier was ended, he repeated her
name after the Abbe, and said—<chere fille’
| did not then know the story of her asso.
ciation with the old man, or it would not
have scemed so strange; it was lold me al-
terwards, and if | was not writing notes of
travel, | should take the wouble to set it
down.

Clerie was a noble-hearted young fellow;

another friend of the Abbe’s, the only son
of a wealthy gentleman, who lived some
thirty leagues in the country. He was
stedying for the priesthood at one of the
Parisian colleges; poor fellow! he never
served his priesthood here.
I had come back from the Auvergne,
full of life, and went through (he old cor.
ridor in the Rue de Seine, 10 see my friend
the Abbe. He opened the door softly, and
wore his priest.robe, and a solemn look; he
shook my haod warmly, but pointed t0 a
gray-haired man who was writing in the corn-
er, and put his finger on his lip.

Who is it T said |

Clerie’s father, said he.

And where is Clerie ; said .

He died last night ! and the Abbe put his
finger on his lip, and twrned 10 the old man.

ing six or seven words of Euglinh'

the rustle of your wings;
Through ﬁ;hchﬂyhu your homeward weay ye

.
Or drop to your lone nests in bush or brake.

Te worn bringeth
first red flush of day,
Broaki our rest, uppeals
Unto ;:n.r’bum—nm
The silent sengs, that la
Like dreams,w ou throu, &.“mw 3
And now bursts ly farth to hail the light.
You slumber with the sunset—
Searce doth the day wax dim—
ticarce dots the first wtar glitter,
When frors your nests you twitter

Your happy vesper hymn;
Like oune whio, El{n woods her lone way wing-

ing,
Fills the doey‘-lght with her impassioned sing-
iog!
Soleman are woods at midnight,
When through the lu:z shade,
Scarcely a moonbeam fi
Ap entrance where the winds
Stir though each green arcade;
But dear to you that safest solitude,
Where on your rest no mortal may intrude.

Awnd j I Is your waking,
Amidat the sighing trees,
Ie the sweet matin hours,
When smile the opening flowers;
What want ye mere than these?
Ye seek no praise—yoursongs as sweetly sound,
As though a crowd of worshippers round.

Ye are the poet’s emblem,
So doth his song gush free—
So wlﬁq:d aad glad his spirit,
Daoth his high gint inherit,
Pouring its melody
Beneath clear skiss, and if they darken, keeping
Song ever in his 3eart, though it be sleeping.
Sleeping, but not forever,
Sull to new life it springs,
When hope’s swest light doth waken,
A ud care aud fear are shaken,
Like dew-crops from his wings;
And "midst the flowers and trees with sunshine
glistening
He hath his own reward, though none be listen-
ing.

A Beaman's Olwervations (0 a Crowded
Sireet,

Captain Cuttle, also, as a man of business,
ok to keeping books. In these he enter-
ed observations on the weather and on the
currents of the wagons and other wvehicles,
which he observed, in that quarter, to set
wesiward in the morning end during the
greater part of the day, and eastward to-
wards the evening. Two or three stragglers
appearing in one week, who “spoke him,”
0 the caruin antered it—on the subject
of spectacles, and who, without positvely
purchasing, said they would look in again,
the captain decided that the business was
improving, and made an entry in the day-
book 1o that effect: the wind then blowing
(which he first recorded) pretty fresh, west
and by north; having changed in the night,

The old man was writing to0 his wife, tel.
ling the mother how her only boy was dead. |
It was hard work todo it. No wonder that
he bit the end of his quill; no wonder that
tw pressed his hand hard upon his forehead;
no wonder the Abbe put his finger on his
lip.

PSO. thought I, Death’s gripe is very much
the same thing bere, that it is everywhere
else; and Religion, whatever it be, and
however it soften, can not take away whaol-
ly the edge from human sorrow.

Mais 1l est hevvews—but be is happy ;
said the Abbe; 1l avaut un bpn caur—he
had a geod heart.

And so there are a great many good hearts
in Paris, though the Religon, as | eaid at
the beginning; and the Abbe must pardon
me ; always scemed to me rnore of a senti-
ment, than a principle.—Fresh Gleanings,

Tuz Esouviss Lawevaes.~It used to
be the fashion o say that English—our own
cartilaginons tongue, as a quaint writer
styles it—it is an unmusical language;
and even Byron, whose own melodious ver-
ses show the infinite power and variety of
our language, does not, in one of his mo-
ments of unpertinent caprice, hesitate to
describe it as
“ (Our hnn:l northern, whistling, grunting gut-

taral,

Which we’re obliged to biss, and spit, and sput-
ter all.”

Yet this is most ludicromsly untrue. En-
glish is to the full as noble and copious
tongue as that “ miraculous language,” the
ancient Greek, and like it the appropriate
vehicle to give forth to an admiring world,
“ Muan's towering thoughts in lofty language

dressed. "

Besides, with the solitary exception of the
Greek aforesaid, which is beyond all criti
cism, and compare, it is the most musical of
longuages that the children of clay have
ever yet learned 10 use. That s w sy,
when rly and fully pronounced, judi.
cimlyp::f;, or wisely amf feelingly recited.
But the fact is, not one in every ten thou.
sand-—nay, peradventure not one in every
hundred thousand—know how and feel how
to do justice in reading or recitation to our
English tongue. Men may learn most
hings abroad in schools and colleges; but
he secret is to rend English well, the boy
must Jearn to read at home, under the gui-
dance of gentle and accomplished pareats,
who know how to read nselves, and
have music in their sonls. Rend well, and
you will disclose pasages (o the charmed
ear in prose and verse—in Bacoa, in Bo.
lingbroke, in Burke, in Shakspeare, in Spen.
cer, in Milton, and, in a host of others. the
leaders of our mighty literature—which are
aliogether unequalled in fervor, grace, and
melody, except in Greek.— Frazer's Maga-
zine.

Puscn says: It may be proper to state
that the distinguished personage, known
among the ancients by the name of Cupid,
has recently changed his name 0 Cupidity,
and will herealter devote his attention to
matters ol money, as well as love affairs.—
It may be as well 10 state that he has ex-
changed his darts for dollars, as he now finds
the jingle of the later quite as effective as
the keenness of the former.

He that lies in bed all a summer’s morn.
ing, loses the chief plessure of the day: he
that gives up his youth to indolence, under.
goes a loss of the same kind.

The vulgar trace your faults; those you
have in common with themselves. but they
have no idea of your excellences, to which

Ax Axrocasr Hvspaxp: tas ymst
WIFE AND THE stconp.—1owards his first
wife Mr. Dombey, in his cold and lofty ar.
rogance, had borue himself like the remov.
ed being he almost conceived himself to be.
He had been “Mr. Dombey” with her

| when she first saw him, and he was ““Mr.

Dombey”” when she died. H% had asserted
his greatness during her whole married life,
and she bad meekly recognized it. He had
kept his distant seat of state on the top of
his throne, and she her humble station on
its lowest step ; and much good it had done
him 8o to live in solitary bondage to his
own idea. He had imagined that the proud
character of his second wife would have
been added to his own, would have merged
into it, and exalted his greatness. He had
ictured himsell haughtier than ever, with
Aith's haughtiness subservient to his. He
bad never eutertained the possibility of its
arraying itsell against him. And now,
when he found it rising in his path at every
step and trn of his daily life, fixing its
cold, defiant, and contemptuous face upon
hie, this pride of his, instead of witherin
or hanging down its head beneath the shock,
put forth new shoots, became more concen-
trated and intense, more gloomy, sullen,
irksome, and unyielding than it had ever
been before.

Who wears such armour, too, bears with
him ever another heavy retribution, It is
proof against conciliation, love, and confi.
dence ; against all gentle sympathy without,
all trust, all tenderness, all soft emotion :
but, to deep stabs in the self-love, it is as
vulnerable as the bare breast to steel ; and
such tormenting festers rankle there as fol-
| low on no other wounds, no, tho dealt
with the mailed hand of Pride iself, on
weaker pride, disarmed and thrown down.

Such wounds were his. He felt them
sharply in the solitude of his old rooms,
whither he now began often to retire again
and pass long solitary hours. It see
fate to be ever proud and powerful: ever
humbled and powerless where he would be
most strong.

- L . - ~ -

To the moody, stubborn, sullen demon
that possessed him his wife opposed her dif-
I'are;:lt i liani its full force. They ner:t
cou ve led a happy life together ;
nothing could have made it more unhappy
dan the willfol and deteriined warfare of
such elements. His pride was set upon
maintaining his magnificent supremacy and

forcin ition of it from her. She
would have been racked to death and have
turned but her haughty glance of calm in-

flexible disdain upon him to the last. Suci
gmpilion from Edith! He little knew

rough what a storm and struggle she had
been driven onward to the crowning honor
of his hand. He little knew how much
she t she had conceded when she sul-
fered him to call her wife.

A Dears axv 4 Bosian.—A shadow
even on that shadowed face, a sharpenin
even of the features, and a thick.
ening of the vuil before the eyes into a pall
that shuts out the dim world, is come. Her
w ing hands upon the coverlet join
feebly palm to palm, and move towards her
daughter ; and a voice—not like hers, not
like any voice that speaks our mortal lan-

ys. “For [ nursed you!”

Edith, without a tear, kneels down to
bring her voics closer to the sinking head,
and answers:

*“Mother, can you hear me !”

Staring wide she strives 1o nod in an-
swer. v

“Can you recollect the night before |
= ol

is motionless, but it
mohoi hrdlhu she does, .

% you then that ve your
in it, and preyed Ged to 2;'- my o:
I ld you that the past was at an end

they have no pretensions.

In 8 heavy ive hen
the spirits MU.m is
t0 read twer all the lotiers of one's friends,

m? l_'qr_ﬂm. aguin, Kiss me,

his | P

-

curtains close !
Intelligence of the event is sent to Mr.
Dombey in wwn, whp waits upon Cousin
Feenix, (not yet able to muke up his mind
for Baden-Baden,) who has just received it
wo. A creawre like Cousin
Feenix is the very man for a iage or a
fM.M&pﬁlhhMm
mmmumubequ.
“ ," says Cousin Feenix “upon
my soul, | am very much shocked (o see
you on such a melascholy occesion. My
poor aunt! She was a devilish lively wo.
man.”

“Mr. Dom fies, “Very much s0.”

“And mndl:’ r.ur says Cousin Feenix,
really young, you know, considering. Iam
sure, on the day of your marriage, | thou
she was for avother twenty years. In

int of fact, | said s¢ 10 & man at Brooks’s
— little Billy Joper—you know him, no
doubt—man grith a giass in his eye 1"

Mr. Dom bows a ive. “In
reference to the obsequies,” he hints, “wheth-
er there is any 10—’

“«Well, upon my life,” says Cousin Fee-
nix, stroking his chin, which he had just
enough below his wristbands to do;
] really don't know. There's a mausole-

alraid it's in bad repair, and, in point of
fact, in a devil of a state, But for being &
little out at elbows I should have had it put
to rights; but I believe the people come
and meke pic.nic parties there inside the
railings."”

Mr. Dombey is clear that this won't do.
There's an uncommon good church in the
village,” says Cousin Feeni x, thoughtfully ;
“pure specimen of the 4 nglo-Norman style,
and admirably well ske too by Lady
Jane Finchbury—woman with tight stays—
but they’ve spoilt it with whitewash, I un-
derstand, it's a long journey.”
“Perhaps Brighton itself,” Mr. Dombey

“Upon my honor, Dombey, I don’t think
we could do better,” seys Cousin Feenix.
“It’son the spot, you see, and a very cheer-
ful place.”

“And when," hints Mr. Dombey, “would
it be convenient 1

“] shsll make a point,” says Cousin Fee-
nix, “of pledging myself for any day you
think best. 1 shall have great pleasure
(melancholy pleasure, of course) in follow.
ing my dear aunt to the confines of the—
in point of fact, to the grave,” says Cousin
Feenix, failing in the other wm of speech.

“Would Monday do for leaving town "
says Mr. Dombey.

“Monday would suit me to perfection,”
replies Cousin Feenix. Therefore Mr.
Dombey arranges 10 take Cousin Feenix
down on that day, and tly takes his
leave, attended 1o the stairs by Cousin Fee
nix, who says, at parting, “I'm really ex-
cessively sorry, Dombey, that you should
have so much trouble about it;” to which
M:. Dombey answers, “Not at all.”

Al the appointed time Cousin Feenix and
Mr. Dombey meet and go down to Brighton,
and representing, in their two selves, all the
other mourners for the deceased lady’s loss,
sttended her remains to their place of rest.
Cousin Feenix, sitting in the mourning-
coach, recognizes innumerable acquaintan-
ces on the road, but takes no other notice of
them, in decorum, than checking them off
aloud, as they go by, for Mr. Dombey's in.
formation, as “Tom Johnson. Man with
cork leg, from White's. What, are wou
here, Tommy? Foley on & blood mare.
The Smalder gitls”"—and %o forth. At the
ceremony Cousin Feenix is depressed, ob-
serving, that these are the occasions to make
a man think, in point of fact, that he is get.
ting shakey ; and his eyes are really mois-
tened, when it is over. But he soon recor.
ers; and so do the rest of Mrs. Skewton's
relatives and friends.—Dickens' Dombey
and Son, for Oclober,

Burcamiax Lapizs.—We were much
startled in the course of the morning by the
most terrific screams, which were suddenly
heard to issue from the cabin, and meade us

& all fly to the rescue under the belief that

Bulgarian ladies had somehow sustained
some frightful injury; but we found that the
whole disturbance had been produced by
the entrance of a waiter amongit them when
they were all unveiled; and when he was
questioned as to the cause of his intrusion,
the origin of this tremendous uproar proved
to have been rather amusing, They had
twrned the cock which let off the water, and
had seemingly been much amused st seeing
it flow in uence; s0 much %o, that
they let it run ull it had positively flooded
the whole cabin, and the streamns of water
passing under the door had shown the wait-
er in the what was going on. He
called, shouted, and remonstrated in vain
from the outside, and finally, in despair,
had burst in upon them to rectify their im.
rudence. | paid these poor women a vis.
it this morning, and I was much struck,
amidst all the untutored savageness of their
nature, with the refinement of tenderness
which they displayed towards their chil.
dren; but this is, indeed, the only channel
in which all the deepest and purest feelings
of human nature can flow for them. They
mrnmmnmd slaves, debarred from socie
ty, from knowledge, almost from the light
and air; they know nothing of the world
without ; and this is the only one of earth’s
kindly ties fmm&;‘hich they are not alto-
gether cut off; their parents they are
generally separated young, their brothers
they never know, their sisters are sent to an-
other harem. Occupations they have none
beyond dyeing of their nails and the paint-
ing of their eyebrows; and the excitement
attendant on the difficulty of making the
fine black lines meet precisely at the prop-
er place is, [ presume, their greatast amuse.
ment. [t is, therefore, in the exercise of
their maternal affections alone that they can
lavish all that has been given in all lands

% {to 8 woman's heart of devotedness and en.

ergetic love. The care and sympathy for
others, which form her chiel enjoyment of
life, and th:—;rwm of endurance which

make her, by nature, yet so strong
when called o suffer for another,
would be all viin and useless for the ha
mﬂam were it not for the poor litle

ess being who, clinging unconscious
to her breast, the blessed well of

tenderness within from closing altogether.
Sketches among the

A country surgeon, who
avisit at a friend !". b.nbom,
wore a wig, After tering
siderable t?md.ihe doctor said, “ You
how bald | m.ndynl.l&m'lmamg.
To which the servant replied, * True, sit;
but an empty bamn requires no thatch.”

um down at my place, in the park, but I'm | rap-doo
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ry of a front door; these | imagine 0 be
rather first rate kind of spiders, and their
doors are as beautiful instances of insect

skill and artifice as any that our wonder.t
teeming world di l-m.bmwmhcn
down over the hole, i
accurate previous knowledge could i
any to fancy they e
any ﬂ'mencf e in the surface o:ddlu{“
haps, i remain very
m:a; my:mr inhabitant will
forth, when you first perceive a circle
carth, perhaps the size of a w ring
lasger, lifted up from beneath, like
r; it folls back gently om
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hinge side, and a fine, hairy,
fully pencilled brown or grey spider pops

sit just beneath the opening, and wait
his dinner of flies or other eatable intruders.
Then we see that the under side and the
rim of his earthen door are thickly and neat-
ly webbed over, so that not a grain of soil
can fall away from its thickness, which is
usvally about the ei%luh or tenth of an inch,
and although so skilfully webbed below, the

to that of the lid and the box. lh R
greatest respect and admiration

clever mechanics, and lhouﬂ I very often,
with a bent of or a woft green twig,
try o ms’;; 0 come .:H; and be
looked at (which they generally do, nip-
ping fast hold of the intrusive probe,) I
never was guilty of burting one. 1 have
picked very large ones off the ground that
the plough had just turned over, and have
camied them to places unlikely to be dis
turbed : and | generally have two or three
particular friends among them, whom | fre.
quently take a peep at. They often travel
some distance fram home, probably in search
of food, as | have overtaken and watched
them returning, when they seldom tum aside

go steadily on at & good swilt pace, and,
alter dropping into their bole, put forth a
claw, and hook the door wo alter them,
Luaua man would close a trap.door above
im when descending a ladder.— Mrs.
Meredith's New South Wales.

Forrucomize Booxs.—An Essay on
the Succession to Property vacant by Death;
by M'Criroca—induding an inquiry
into the mfluences of Primogeniture, En.

In a very different walk of literature, Mr.
Martineau, has ready = second volume of
his most remarkable Evidences after Chris.
tian Life, the first portion of which acquir-
ed so much celebrity smong ecclesiastical
scholars. The evertantalizing chimera of
the authorship of Junius has lured another
explorer in the person of Mi. David Tra-

uine to the speculation; but if the Stowe
library contains, es is said, the real eviden.
ces ol the secret, and that great collection
i# 1o come to the hammer one of these days,
as appears ivevitable, the crochet has been
taken ugd
Duke of Manchester, is issuing some special
intelligence in reference to the . ypse,
under the title of the Finished Mystery, in
which he combats the theory of one Mr.
Browne with great polemical gusto. The
author of Philyp Van Artevelde, Mr. Tay-
lor, has a book neatly ready, called, Notes
| from Life, in six Lessons, the waid lessons
headed in very Carlylish style, viz: Money
Love, Life Practical, Life Poetic, &e.

The tea question is likely to be extensive-
ly elucidated by an account of its culture
and manufacture in China, abecut to be is
sued by Mr. Ball, late inspector of teas to
the East ndia Company in China, and who

ings a twenly years experience to the task
he has undertaken, of showing the extent
to which the commodty may be
for the European markets. The title of
Miss Martineau’s book (alluded to some
months back) is to be, “Eastern Life, the
Present and the Past, onthe Nile, tn the
Desert and on the Holy Hills,” and isto be
in three volumes,

Leigh Hunt is first in the field with a
Christmas book, (A Jar of Homey from
Mount Hybla,) portions of which bave al-
ready appeared in one of the magezines, but
the whole will now be issued ina pocket
volume, illustrated by Richard Doyle. The
eternal and interminable James has another
three volume affair, to be called Phe Con
vict; Morier a novel called St. Roche;
some one signing himsel( the Hon, F. B. a
m t}llme IH.H, e

> a volwune ¥
called Jane Eyre; another mlwmpb
ey's Doctor; a volume by the wuthor of

with sketches by Phiz; and several others
of misor moment. In addiion lo these,

very valuable information of this nature re-
npen:l:gthea-'lm Sir Robert Peel has
afforded Lord | in the forthcoming
Life of Eldon, and similar sssistance in the
Lives of and Ewkine, by the
present ives of those Chancellors;
and, lastly, that Hallam is ready with a
supplemental volume to his Middle Ages.
Liverposl Albion.

Discoveay or & New Wonrk »y Crz-
VANTES.=—*A distinguished literary writer,
Adolpho de Castro,” says the Cadiz Nacion.
al, “has just discovered a littde work from
the pen of our Mickael Cervantes Suavedra:

it is entitled, <El Bun#e,‘md commen-
o e e T
work, ie, wherei rdes his
excellent doctrine, are enclosed all the con-
cealed and non.declared achieved by
the ingenious Hidalgo Don Quixote de la
is written by (he famed Corvantes
Seavedra.”

The
ASR TSRO e
my s camp, with a resolution to recover it,

o e e
0 bear with more, -

The vecant skull of a pedant generally
hﬁi-ouuhun:-phhvw.

out, and most probably pops in again, 10 |prove
for | the least degree bashiul.

from hand or foot placed in their way, but pest

tails, <fc., over the Public Interest.) — |

vena Coulton, who devotes a goodly vol- |

rather mal apropos. The wise | Y

Handley Cross, called Hawbuck Grange, | this

the Athenaum to.day communicates much | sigued

=8
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lking deawi . fohi
h'ﬂmmm;
-iqu-_.-l-ddmkva-mﬁ'
Mbm‘n:rq-mhm The
wonder is that wilors  why don't
make it are not in the Gazetle long agy
whh-dyben&ovudam.t
for it is preposterous that snybudy sheglg
:vilhuit.-linglhn with it and & py
straps, an unexceptionable toie fg
or small parti lic or sel
o o

i

with which, it is quite unnecessary y
lhuuncm:negrbowom.ﬁnm. '
of the thing is a choker in itself.

The “Enarmostic Shirt” is cuton
matienl principles, ond s werranted 1o fg
any figure. One would think, however, that
it would mot do for a nervous wan at of),
with such a name; and in most cases i 3
man were as strong as Hercules it would
a shirt of Nessus 10 him, il he were
Another is the
“Nulli Secandus Shirt,” but what sort of 3
m it really is the patentee does not sy

inking that that name is sufficiently saon
ishing ull the applicant cowes 1 logk »
the article, and finds out its remaining won
ders for himself. As might be expecid, ,
&‘ h‘gt‘f .M more ml&pﬂbﬁ&.a; turn of
mind characterizes the bulletins of the Wae.
twamakers and milliners; but these are g
ters cotn with which the mysteries of
Isis Osiris, or of Capel-court, ot the
present moment, are open subjects, aid be
they tremblingly eschewed accordingly —
Liverpool Albron.

He who forgets the fountaio from wiis
he drank, and the tree under whease shade
be gamboled in the day of his youth, &,
stranger 0 the sweelest impressions of the
human heart.

Ask © borrow ixpvnce of the Muses
and they tell you st present they are oui ¢
cash, but hereafier they will furnish »
with five thousand pounds.

A liar begins with making falsehood 4
like truth, and ends with making tru
isell appear Like falsehood.

A miser, if honest, can be culy houes
bare weight.

AGRICULTURAL.

Goow Cows.—Nothing upon = farm. i« o valu-
able as a good cow. And it should bescon-
stani effort with every true farmer to seek the
best breeds and feed in the best mauner; for
herein lies the soundest sconomy. Very moch
has already been secomplished for thic myor
tant interest; but muech remsine to be dose
Whils we are strongly inclined 1o balisve that
no better cows can be found—we mean for mik
than selections from the natives, we feel caie
sure that great advaniage is also to be derived irom
the best importations, provided the best moc: :f
keeping be imported and understood also. | o
here iu the real secret—the feeding and keeping
of the animal.

The famous Oukes cow, owned in Danvers 1
this State, may be mentioned as very remarka
ble; she WL lbs. of butterin a week
In 1846 her butter wae 458417 Iha.  She was o-
lowed 30 10 35 bushels of 1ndhn meal & veur
she had alse potatoes and carrots st limes
A cow owned in Andover, in 1536, yielisa
e e Tatbeagtt von oot o
ily. ing was ture, the
swill of the hm..?ld“mml:::’up-:l' meal 3

A cow owned by Thomas Hodges, ia North
Adams, produced, in 1540, 425 Ibs. of butler
Her feed was one quart of rye meal and haif
peck of potatoes daily, besides very good pastu
ring.

A cow owned by S. Henshaw, formerly of
Chickopee Falls, gave 173 lba. of butter »
week, and in one case 21 [be. This was a o
tive withoat “\I mixture.

A cow in West Spri d is reconded =

given in 60 days, 26920, Ibe of milk.
which is equal to 22, quarts daily.

A cow owned by (). B. Morris, of Spring-
field, some weeks, afforded 14 Ibs. of butter, be
sides milk and cream for the family. Her feec
in winter was good hay,and from 2 to 4 quarts
of rye bran at neoan; in summer, besides pas
ture, 4 quarts of rye bran at night. Jadge
marks, in the account of his cow, that “many
cows, which have been considered as quite oro-
sary, might, by kind and regulsr trestmest,
good and feeding and proper care,
milking, rank among the first rate.”

J. P. Cushing, of Watertown, has several na
tive cows which give 20 quaris a day.

Dr. Shurtieff, of Chelsea, owned & cow which
gave 21 quarts daily. The Hobart Clark cow
al Andover, gave 14 |be, of butter a week

Acow of W.Chase, Somerset, R. 1., in 1531,
gave most of the season 20 quarts of milk cally
averaged neasly 14 lbe. of butter during the
season. The Hosmer cow at  Bedford, Mass,
gave 14 lbe. of butter & week. :

The fu 11]!! consists of natives. Weo
may .l“rx t there is now in West Soring
field, a cow, owned an excellent farmer,
which has afforded 19 | g Ibs. of butter a woek
But we are notinformed whether this is 2a un-
mixed nature or not.  lIn the account which »
on record of the famous Cramp cow ia Eag-
land, » remark is made deserving the notice of
all milkers and farmers. “Miich cows are of-
ten spoiled for want of patience at the latier
end of milking thme."™
wires two tons of hay ins
of meal & day, and nboat .:";"olqal;uw

a day, a of v s
&lﬂqb"‘ adapted for tll?:ow: g-: oals,
and cern, cat green, furnish excellent food for
purpose. Carrots are invaluable through
the winter. Rep.

Savsace Muar.—Take the piece of pork i

for and chop it up, sad i/ it
too fal, add u little lean beef; soason with mge
OF suminer savery, salt, aad ; then fry 2

wnall piece 10 00 if it is seanoned right. 1f vou
not to stuff them into ekins, you may take
pleces of cotton cloth, sight or nine inches wice,
and two or three feet long, and sew the sides 10-

»and one end; thea wet it, staff yoar mes!
id as you ean, and hang them up ind
It will keep as well, or better
hen used, the cloth dowd

i

them till they are tender, theu take them up;po!
them in u pickle made of vinegar and water, 3¢
a little salt and & fow cracked cioves roll them |2
flour, and fry them: browa; cover them over
while frying, to prevent their saspping.

Hean Coxmae—T'e serve wp in alices, on the
fea-table.—~Take a hog's head, ears, nnd fect,
aod boil them till can pick all the bones ou',
then weason it salt, , and a little sag®,
orsavory: put il inn round dish, or cheess

in a cool , and it; when cool,
vt e

Bixn's Nust Puooive.—Put inte  three pia®
ﬁhﬂl&nﬂl.dlmhupw fine, 854
one cup ; when cool, add four w4
well beaten, a little sugar, and four good wised
r.puﬂ.'lﬁlhmmdh!ly removed
0 be baked, and eaten with wanm sauce.




